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Chumakov and Sterladnikov,  for some reason suddenly
feeling lighthearted, begin to wrestle.  They stamped about
for a long time on one spot, grunting and exchanging curt
jesting remarks. Their feet sank to their ankles in the
white, granular sand.  The lame Sterladnikov was obviously
the stronger, but  Chumakov was the more agile. They
wrestled with their arms around each other's waist, their
shoulders thrust forward, each keenly watching the other's
legs. Their faces grew set and pale with the strain, their
breathing   spasmodic   and   violent.  Gregor   watched   the
struggle with interest. Choosing a fitting moment, Chumakov
suddenly threw himself down on his back, dragging Ms
opponent with him, and with a movement of his bent legs
threw Sterladnikov across his head.  A second later, as
supple and nimble as a polecat, Chumakov was lying on
top of Sterladnikov, pressing his shoulder-blades into the
sand,  while the other bellowed,  panting and laughing:^
" But you're cheating. . . . We didn't agree . . . that we could "
throw each other over our heads."
" You went for each other like young fighting-cocks;
and that's enough for now, or you'll be fighting in earnest,"
Fomin said.
But they had no intention of fighting. Amicably, with
arms interlocked, they sat down on the sand, and Chumakov,
in a thick but pleasant bass broke into a song. Sterladnikov
took it up in his thin tenor voice, and they sang in unison
and unexpectedly well.
But suddenly Sterladnikov could not restrain himself
any more : he jumped up and, snapping his fingers, kicking ^
the sand about with his lame leg, began to dance.  Without
stopping his singing Chumakov took his sword, dug a shallow
hole in the sand and said:
" Wait a bit, you lame devil! One of your legs is shorter
than the other, you can't dance properly on a level spot.
.... You must either dance on a slope, or else have your
longer leg in a hole and the other outside. Put your sound
leg in this hole, and then dance, you see how well it works.
Now, off we go ! "
Sterladnikov wiped the sweat from his brow and obediently *
set his good leg into the hole Chumakov had dug.
" But you're right, it does make it easier," he said.
fanting with laughter, Chumakov clapped his hands and ^